field, her arms full of flowers. Not that she is much less concrete than the High land Lass: neither girl is specified beyond thematic necessity. The difference is rather in the horizon toward which the naming voice moves, the implicit context which defines the encounter, the ground on which the figure appears. We say ourselves in syllables that rise From the floor, rising in speech we do not speak.
Stand on the highest pavement of the stair
And it makes a journey toward a "being of sound" from whom we "collect." The most intense voices in Stevens' poetry move toward a horizon of verbal possibility that resists complete formulation but is often called "poetry." There they meet the call of authentic speech.5
The solitary reaper of this poetry sings in "The Idea of Order at Key 
